30   THE POLITICAL WRITINGS OF ROUSSEAU ,
the poet was the acid consciousness of the vagabond and the outcast, sensuous, restless, ill at ease, tormented with suspicions and humiliating memories, and, even in the midst of fame and flattery, feeling himself singular and estranged from the human kind So that it was not altogether out of a youthful love of paradox that, in his first essay, the ' Discours sur les Sciences' (omitted, by the way, in Dr. Vaughan's edition), he championed the extravagant thesis that the human soul was corrupted in proportion as Science and Art approached perfection, that astronomy was born of superstition, eloquence of flattery and lies, geometry of avarice, physical science of vain curiosity, even morality itself of human pride, for the apostle of the civic virtues was in some moods himself more than half a misanthrope.
And yet, when we have said this, we are at once arrested by the recollection of his quick and loving sympathy for the poor, and by his faith in the value of ordinary men. ' One of the great causes of the sterility of our modern historians', he would say, ' is their lack of interest they have nothing for the people.' The proposition is true also of the political philosophers of Hobbes, whose genius he so warmly admired, of Locke, from whom he drew much of his formulated'opinion ; of Montesquieu, whose influence on his speculations is clearly apparent to the unprejudiced reader They, too, have nothing for the people. And part of the originality of'Rousseau consisted m the feet that he drew attention to the claims of undistinguished, uncultivated humanity. ' Je parle des mceurs, des coutumes, et surtout de 1'opimon, partie mconnue a nos politiques, mais de laquelle depend le succfes de toutes les autres.' That the guidance of opinion was the true secret of statesmanship was a startling revelation, indicating a displacement of all the established political values. 'There was a time', wrote Kant,' when I despised the people because they did not care for intellectual progress. Rousseau brought me to a truer state of mind. My foolish vanity has disappeared. I have learnt to honour men.' It all seems very simple and elementary now, it is in all our text-books, but it needs either a great war or a great genius to make us really feel this sentiment of